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t was too cold for the land of palm trees, eternal 
sun, and impossible dreams. During the night the 
bottom fell out of the mercury and those weren't 
dandelions gone to seed that drifted down from 
the opaque sky. By morning, it was more like 
March in upstate New York than February in La-
La Land, cold enough to go ice skating on back-
yard pools in Beverly Hills, and there was an inch 
or more of the white stuff all over the southland. 
The radio called it a weather inversion. I called it 
perverston. 
Somehow I managed to slide, slip, and skid in 
from my house near the beach unscathed, avoiding 
the natives who thought the way to drive in bad 
weather was to press the accelerator to the floor. But 
the weather had one advantage. For the first time in 
months nobody was in the spot in the parking lot 
marked "Reserved for Adam Simons." 
I mushed through the ankle-deep snow to the 
basement office in the administration building 
whose door bore the legend "Adam Simons, Special 
Assistant to the Chancellor," unlocked it, snapped on 
the lights, and walked toward my desk with every 
intention of getting back to hunting alligators in the 
New York subway tunnels with Thomas Pynchon. It 
had been the kind of night when, I was sure, Mother 
Nature had been the only trouble maker; a freezing 
campus, after all, is no playground for bad guys. 
The phone was ringing. So much for alligators. 
"Adam? Nick Costello. You'd better get over to the 
computer center. Fa st." Costello was head of campus 
security. "We got a body. Dead. Bad dead. Call your 
friends." 
It's a big campus, and by the time I reached the 
center, half a dozen of Costello's securiry guys were 
trying to keep back a growing mob of curious stu-
dents and faculty and a demanding rabble of report-
ers and photographers, oblivious to the cold and the 
snow now changing to sleet. Costello led me toward a 
canvas tarp spread across a heap in the snow beside 
the building's far wall. He lifted the top of the tarp 
enough for me to get a look. 
I've seen a lot of bodies. I thought I'd grown im-
mune. My stomach turned. Where the face used to 
be was just a mass of bones, brains, and blood. 
"There's more," he said after I'd taken some air. 
He pulled up the side of the tarp. The arms ended in 
stumps. Somebody had also stripped the body. He let 
the tarp flop. It was easier to look at that way, just a 
sheet of canvas spread over a mound in the snow. 
As we were standing there, the cops showed up. 
In the lead was Sal Fiore from homicide. We'd known 
each other for a long time, had become friends of a 
sort, if civilians and cops can be friends. I motioned 
toward the canvas. "I hope you didn't eat a big break-
fast," I said. 
He bent and pulled it back a little, took a look. 
"jesus H," he said. "Somebody sure as hell went to a 
lot of trouble. What do you know?" 
"Not a damn thing." 
For the next hour, the cops swarmed, looking for 
something and finding nothing. The medical exami-
ner arrived and did a quick study. T he meat wagon 
pulled up, the collectors brought out a body bag and a 
wheeled stretcher, and pretty soon all that was left 
was a lot of drying blood and fragments. The curious 
stopped being curious and wandered away, late for 
classes. The reporters had their pictures and not 
much else. We asked a lot of questions and the only 
answers we got were that nobody knew anything or 
had seen anything. 
I went back to my office. It was police business, 
sure, but it was my campus and one of my jobs was 
supposed to be keep trouble far away. I gave Fiore 
until noon before I called. He had what I had, which 
was nothing. The M.E. could tell us only that the guy 
had been about 40, in good enough shape to have 
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passed for 30, had been about six feet and 170 pounds, 
light hair, no apparent scars, not even appendix. There 
was nothing left of the face, not the teeth, not the eyes, 
nothing, and no hands, and no clothes so no tailor or 
cleaning labels. No way of finding our who he was, at least 
not then. 
I called the chancellor and filled him in. He listened, 
told me to help the cops clear it up, fast, and asked what I 
was doing about that other problem of his, the rumors that 
the athletic department had been playing a little recruit-
ing hanky-panky. I said I was working on it, and when I 
hung up, typed some questions into my computer, and 
didn't particularly like the answers I got 
When I looked up about an hour later, she was standing 
just inside the door. Long legs in tight faded jeans, wet 
below the knees. Soggy running shoes dripping on my car-
pet. Heavy wool plaid jacket, buttoned to the neck. Long 
straight California blonde hair, hanging damp around her 
face, turned darker by the outside sleet Large innocent 
blue eyes magnified behind glasses streaked with mois-
ture, fogged from the temperature change. Dorothy 
Parker was wrong. She was the kind that turned heads. 
Too old to be an undergrad. About 30. If you looked close 
enough, you could see fear oozing out of her like sweat. 
She rook off the glasses, wiped them absently on the 
front of her coat, which only smeared them more. "Mr. 
Simons? They said you could help me." 
A lot of theys were always saying that, but then that's 
what I was there for. Still, "Which they would that be?" 
"In computer science, where I teach." 
I sat up a little straighter. "What can I do for you, 
Miss . .. ?" 
"Bennett Marianne Bennett Somebody's following 
me." 
I didn't say any of the obvious things. I waited. 
"When I leave my house in the morning, there's a car 
behind me. When I go home at night, the same car's after 
me. Wherever I go. It's been more than a week. At first I 
wasn't sure. Now I am." 
"Why?" 
"Because I tried a few things. I turned up different 
streets, I made some stops, that kind of thing, and it was 
always there." 
"What else?" 
"Nothing." 
"The car just follows you?" 
"Yes." 
"Why?" 
There was a hesitation that could have been missed. 
Maybe it was my imagination. "I don't know." 
"Guess?" 
"I can't." 
"Bur you' re scared." 
"Wouldn't you be? I want it stopped." 
I could have told her to call the cops. But if she told 
them what she was telling me, she'd get more laughs than 
Groucho on his best day. I told her I'd see what I could do, 
meet her after her class, follow her and see what turned 
up. 
After she was gone, I wandered upstairs to records, 
prowled around the files, asked Jack Malcolm, the head 
honcho, a few questions and came away with a rough 
sketch. She was a prize the faculty recruiters had some-
how captured. Number two in her high school class. 
Scholarship to Cal Tech. Honors in math. Ph.D. Re-
cruited by everybody in Silicon Valley. Worked for a con-
sultant in Pasadena, making big bucks designing 
programs and systems for very important groups, unspec-
ified, and heading for bigger when she hooked up with 
us. "Don't ask me why," Malcolm said. "Maybe she just 
likes the ivory tower. Whatever, we're damn glad to have 
her. We even hired her assistant, for chrissake, just to 
keep her happy." 
About five, I drove around to the computer science 
lot, pulled into an empty space 
and walked over to the center. 
The sun was still hiding behind 
scudding clouds, bur you could begin to make out a glitter 
trying to eat its way through. It was getting warmer and 
the snow was turning to brown sludge. 
There was a niche near the entrance. I slid into it and 
waited. The door opened and she came out besieged by a 
dozen students, and a guy about my age, mid-30s, the tan 
and the build inside the coat saying he spent a lot of time, 
free or otherwise, doing things physical. The assistant, I 
figured. He acted possessive. She acted as though she 
didn'twant to be possessed, at least not then, absorbed in 
explaining whatever she was explaining to the scholars. 
Evidently satisfied, they drifted away. She said some-
thing sharp to the assistant and turned toward the lot He 
watched her for a moment, the look angry, or uncertain, or 
something else, then went his own way. 
She went directly to a Porsche, not new bur not old 
either, got behind the wheel and moved smoothly out of 
the lor. I got into my car and moved after her. As I turned 
onto the street, I saw the shadow, a black Ford, two guys 
on the front seat, pulling away from the curb and mirror-
ing her speed, 50 feet behind, close enough so she 
couldn't miss them, which raised more questions than it 
answered. I jotted down the plate number, noted that 
despite the weather it looked as though it had just come 
through an automatic wash. I was the caboose. Where she 
turned, we all turned. When we hit Benedict Canyon, the 
Ford moved up on her rail. I moved up on the Ford's rail. 
The head of one of the guys in the Ford swiveled and 
rook a long look. Now everybody knew what everybody 
else was doing. 
She turned into one of those little cui-de-sacs off the 
canyon road and pulled to a stop in front of one of those 
low-slung places balanced precariously on stilts on the 
edge of a precipice, ready to be carried down by the first 
mudslide. The Ford slowed, idled for a moment just past 
the turn. I slowed behind it, watched her get out of the 
Porsche. She peered down the road and saw us, and the 
expression of her face was not pleasant. 
The Ford pulled away once she was inside. I stayed 
behind it. The guys inside drove like they were sight-
seeing until they reached the freeway, and then they 
accelerated, weaving in and our of traffic, ignoring the 
cacophonous blaring, losing me within a couple of miles. 
But that was all right. I had the plates. 
I n the morning, the snows of yesteryear only an un-pleasant memory, I called Sal Fiore. Right away, he 
. "wanted to kno~ if I_ had anything. I told him, noth-
mg. Do me a favor, I sat d. 
"What now?" he sighed. 
I told him I'd had my fender bent the night before on 
my way home. The guy ran, but not before I got the 
plates. "Check him for me, Sal," I said. "Let his insurance 
company raise his rates." 
He told me to call DMV. I told him he was my pal and 
he owed me one. He swore and hung up. An hour later, he 
called back. "What the hell are you up to, Simons?" he 
demanded. 
I played innocent. 
"Drop it," he said. 
"No explanations?" I said. 
"None," he said, and slammed the receiver. 
I made them before I'd gone two blocks from the parking lor. Dark green Plymouth. Same series 
plates. Two guys in front. I wondered how close the 
car wash was. I didn 't try to shake them. 
I drove west and parked just above the beach. The 
Plymouth parked a hundred feet behind me. Down on 
the sands, the muscle men were body-building and I 
wondered if they ever went home. They had company, 
teenage kids dancing at the edge of the water. There was 
a volleyball game, and I watched bikini tops defy gravity. 
It was a pleasant sight, if you were in the mood for pleas-
ant sights. 
After a while, I walked the hundred feet, stood beside 
the green car and peered in through the window. The two 
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guys ignored me. They could have been stamped out of 
the same mold, and the way they dressed was definitely not 
Southern California. I tapped on the window. The guy in 
the passenger seat turned slowly, studied me, rolled down 
the window. A blast of cold air rushed out. 
"You were following me?" I asked. 
"Are we following the man?" he said to the driver. 
"We're following him, Philip," the driver said. 
Philip smiled pleasantly. "I think Mr. Simons would 
like to know why we're following him." 
"To see where he's going, of course," the driver said. 
"Have a nice day, Mr. Simons," Philip said and rolled up 
the window. 
I drove back to the campus. They followed. 
T he computer center was a quiet place, the main-frames tended by clones in white coats whisper-
ing in their hermetically sealed glass enclosures, 
only dancing lights giving sign that they were actually 
working. Even the students wandering about the corridors 
seemed to be on tiptoes. 
She had a small office in the basement. I heard voices 
inside. A man saying, "It is essential that I find him." 
Her voice said, "I don't know what you're talking about" 
"It is a dangerous game you are playing," he said. 
I knocked. Her voice said to come in. I expected a dup-
licate in miniature of the sterility above. I was wrong. The 
walls were painted some kind of academic yellow, and 
stained with age. There were blackboards, an old wooden 
desk, a couple of chairs, and filing cabinets. There was a 
computer, of course, cables hooking it into the mainframes. 
The screen was glowing amber, the cursor flickering next 
to a prompt, waiting for a command. She was by a black-
board covered with squiggles, numbers, letters. There was 
chalk on her hands and a white dusty smudge across her 
cheek. She was glaring, though I could smell fear behind it, 
at a middle-sized, middle-aged man, a fringe of gray hair 
around his bald head. He turned as I came through the 
door. His eyes were the color of gun metal, and about as 
readable. 
She saw me and her expression said she had been 
hoping for someone, that anyone would do. She turned 
back. "I told you," she said, "you've made a mistake." 
"No mistake," he said. "I do not make mistakes." The 
voice was accentless, the speech too perfect, which probab-
ly meant that English was not his first language but grafted 
on the native one. 
"A mistake," she insisted. 
"I think," he said slowly, "you should consider well 
what I have said." He studied her closely, then, "I will ring 
you." Ignoring me, he went out the door. 
I said nothing. She shook her head angrily. "It was a 
mistake," she said. "That's all. He was looking for some-
one. He came into the wrong office." 
"Of course," I said. 
"Yes, of course," she said. 
"He just walked into this building, walked down the 
stairs, walked into your office, said whatever he said, and it 
was all just a mistake. And, of course, you never saw him 
before in your life." 
"That's right," she said. 
"And, of course, he never told you his name." 
"He said his name was Mellon." 
"Like in casaba or like in finance?" 
She glared. "Did you come here to make bad jokes?" 
"Lady," I said, "maybe the joke's on me." 
Before she could say anything, if she intended to, the 
door opened and the assistant walked in. He took one look 
and decided Sir Lance lot had arrived in the nick of time to 
rescue his lady fair from a fate worse than whatever. He 
started toward me. "What the hell is going on here?" 
"Hold it, pal," I said. 
"Harold," she said. 
Despite the muscles, he wasn't much. He threw 
punches like a Western Union operator. I stepped inside, 
let the arm go over my shoulder and hit him once in the 
stomach. Not hard. The muscles were strictly for show, or 
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maybe just padding in his jacket. He doubled over, the 
breath leaking out, tears streaming from his eyes. 
"You hit him," she said. "Are you all right, Harold?" 
He gasped for breath, groaned, "I think he broke some-
thing." 
"I doubt it," I said. 
She glared, then knelt down beside him. He groaned 
again, pitifully. Maybe he couldn't fight, but he knew how 
to act. 
I grinned. "I'll be in touch," I said, and walked out the 
door. She was cradling his head in her arms. The cursor on 
the computer screen continued to flicker, waiting. 
e light on the answering machine was glowing. 
ran the tape back and listened to the messages. 
One of the assistant football coaches. Couldn't 
reach me in the office. Could we meet? It was urgent. A 
couple of personal ones. A voice, oo name, asking me to call 
a number. Important, it said. 
I dialed. One ring and just, "Hello." 
"This is Adam Simons." 
There was a pause. Another voice came on. "Mr. Sim-
ons. You're into something that doesn't concern you." 
"Really? Now what could that be?" 
"Back off." The line went dead. 
I woke from unpleasant dreams to the shrilling of the telephone. It was two-thirty. "Mr. Simons? Adam? 
Marianne Bennett. Can you come here? Now." 
"What's up?" 
"Something has happened. Please come." 
Benedict Canyon was asleep, not a light in any house 
but hers, not a movement anywhere. She was waiting just 
inside the door, opening it before I reached it. Her hair 
wasn't combed, and she was dressed in jeans and an out-
sized sweat shirt, as though she'd thrown them on without 
thinking. Even like that, even oozing fear, she was some-
thing special. She waved her hand toward the side of the 
house. "There's something down there." 
"What?" 
"I was asleep," she said. "It woke me. A car. It had 
its brights on. It stopped outside the house. Somebody 
slammed the door, very loud. I looked out the window. 
Somebody was throwing something down the hill. Then 
the car honked, the motor raced, very loud, and it drove 
away." It spewed in a rush, without a pause for breath. 
"What's there?" She shook her head. "Then we'd bet-
ter take a look." 
She hesitated, then led me around the side of the 
house. We stood at the top of the precipice. It was dark but 
the rays from inside spread a pattern of light and shadows 
on the hillside. Part way down was what looked like a heap 
of old clothes. I skidded down to it. The back of the head 
had been blown off. It wasn't as bad as the other one, but it 
wasn't very good, either. I took a deep breath, rolled him 
over with my foot. I'd seen that face before. She said he'd 
called himself Mellon. 
I turned to her. "We'd better call the cops," I said. 
T hey came in four cars, lights flashing, sound undulat-
ing, loud enough to wake the living, if not the dead. Sal 
Fiore got out of the lead car. Eight cops, six in uniform, 
piled out of the others. I walked over, told him what I knew 
and pointed the way. Another car pulled up. White Buick, 
just out of the car wash, same series plates. Philip was at the 
wheel. The rear door opened and a man stepped out, in his 
mid-50s, lean, hard, gray hair cut short, a throw-back to a 
different time. He walked over to Fiore, flashed a wallet. I 
made out a card with his picture. Fiore nodded and they 
walked away together. Then two plainclothes, two uni-
forms, Fiore, Crewcut, and Philip marched down the hill. 
Another car showed up. The medical examiner got out and 
started down. The meat wagon came next. It was quite a 
show. Lights went on in most of the houses along the cul-
de-sac, and the neighbors, in their nightclothes, came out 
to see what there was to see. You could have sold tickets. 
Marianne started shaking. I told her to go back into the 
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house. She shook her head. I put my arm around her. 
After a few minutes, the shaking stopped. 
Down the hill, the troops were at parade rest while the 
M.E. did his work. It didn't take long. He looked up, said 
something, motioned up the hill and the morgue guys 
started down with a body bag. The army marched back 
up. The uniforms told the neighbors to go home, the 
show was over. 
Sal Fiore, one of his detectives, Crewcut, and Philip 
came toward us. Fiore looked from me to Marianne and 
grinned. 
"Don't get any wrong ideas," I said. ''I'm just a friend." 
"Sure," he said. "I never get wrong ideas." He looked 
at Marianne. "Could we go inside and talk?" 
She led the way into the living room. It was a nice 
room. Marianne stood by the window wall leading to the 
terrace. She was gray, exhausted, braced. I took a position 
across the room, against the wall, and watched. 
Sal didn't introduce anybody, which was not like him. 
His eyes were on Marianne. He asked her to tell him what 
happened. She went through it. Same story, same way. 
"Did you know the man?" Sal asked. 
She debated. Her eyes flickered to me. She sighed. 
"He walked into my office the other day," she said. "He 
was looking for someone, someone else." 
"He told her his name was Mellon," I said. 
Sal looked at me. He looked at Crewcut. He said, "Mr. 
Rackley says his name was Melankov. Dmitri Melankov. 
Mr. Rackley says he was KGB." 
So Crewcut had a name. And something else. I looked 
at Rackley. He was watching Marianne. She was looking 
at Sal. "I didn't know him," she said. 
It went on for a while. Sal was gentle, as though there 
wasn't any reason not to be. Rackley said nothing. It 
didn't take long. Sal got up, thanked Marianne for her 
cooperation, said if she thought of anything else, she 
should call, and he'd be in touch. He nodded to me and, 
followed by the other cop, started out. Rackley and Philip 
went with them. As they were leaving, Philip grinned at 
nobody and said, "Now we dispose of the garbage." 
Rackley gave him a look. 
I waited until I heard their cars drive away and then 
started for the door. She turned from the window and 
raised her hand. "Don't," she said. "Don't go. I don'twant 
to be alone. You can stay in the spare room." 
W hile we were having breakfast, Harold showed up. I heard a key 
turn in the outside lock and in he 
walked. He saw us. "What the hell is going on?" he de-
manded. "What are you doing here?" 
"Friend of the family," I said. "Baby-sitting. Sit down 
and have some coffee." 
"Harold," she said. 
He looked from me to her. "I heard there was trouble 
here last night," he said. "Are you all right?" 
"Yes," she lied. 
"What happened?" 
"Somebody dumped garbage down the hill," I said. 
He glared at me. 
"Oh, Harold," she said. "I don't want to go through all 
that again. Not now." 
"She's had a hard night, Harold," I said. "Leave it lie." 
He glared. I wondered if he had another expression. 
"What are you doing here?" 
"I asked him," she said. 
"It's my kind ofthing," I said. 
"You should have called me," he said. 
"Sure," I said. "And you'd have gotten on your white 
horse and charged up to make nice." 
"Adam," she said.lt sounded nice, the way she said it. 
But I was getting tired of Harold and I had some thinking 
to do. I looked at my watch, said it was time to be moving 
on, told her I'd be in touch, part of which did and part of 
which didn't sit wel l with 
Harold, and then walked out. 
I took a shower, shaved, put on fresh clothes, and went to the phone. The voice answered on the first 
ring. "Mr. Rackley, please," I said. "Adam Simons 
calling." 
He came on after a moment. "Yes, Mr. Simons?" 
"Whatever happened to glasnost?" 
There was a pause, then, "That's for politicians. This 
is the real world, Mr. Simons." Once a cold warrior, always 
a cold warrior. "But last night, not our work. Definitely 
not our work. We do things differently." 
"I hear otherwise," I said. 
"Don't believe everything you hear," he said. "Is 
there anything else?" 
"Not at the moment," I said. "Have a nice day," and 
hung up on him this time. 
~ t the office, I went through the papers. 
......... There was nothing in them, which 
--didn't surprise me. And it wasn't just 
that it had all happened too late for early editions. I went 
through the late ones. 
I called Sal Fiore. "Not another one," he said when he 
heard my voice. "It's too early and I had a rough night." 
"Didn't we all," I said. "Meet me at my office." 
"What gives?" 
"Just meet me. In an hour." 
He showed up right on time. Rackley was with him. 
That didn't surprise me, either. We nodded to each other. 
"Nice to see you again, Mr. Rackley," I said. He said 
nothing. I looked at Sal. "We're going for a little walk," I 
said. 
"Where?" 
"Computer center," I said. 
"Scene of the crime," he grunted. 
"You might say." 
It was a nice day. The sun was shining. The tempera-
ture was in the high 70s. The sights were pleasant. No-
body seemed in a hurry, kids loll ing about, tossing 
footballs, baseballs, frisbees, a few carrying books head-
ing for classes. At the center, I led the way down the stairs. 
I knocked, didn't wait for an invitation, opened the door 
Stranger Truths and Fiction 
1\1\ystery is only one of the genres in which 
prolific writer Richard Hammer dabbles. lrue, he 
has won two Edgar Allan Poe Awards, but he has 
also written about the Vietnam War, politics, the 
civil rights movement, and other events of our times. 
He is a former New York Times reporter who has pub-
lished also in many magazines. He wrote and nar-
rated the film Interviews With My-Lai \.-i?terans, which 
won an Academy Award for best documentary. 
Both Ed gars came in the true crime category, for 
The Vatican Connection (1982) and The CBS Murders 
(1987). Other nonfiction works include Betwem Life 
and Death (1969), One Moming in the War(1971), The 
Court Martial of Lt. Calley (1972), The Last Testammt 
of Lucky Luciano (1975), An End to Summer (1979), 
Mr. Jacobson's War (1980), and Hoffa's Man (1987), 
among others. Dance Down the Mountain (1988) was 
his first novel. 
Hammer, who lives and works in New York City, 
specialized in Russian studies at SU, and graduated 
in 1950 with a degree in history. 
5
et al.: Alligators in Academe
Published by SURFACE, 1989
and went in. She was at the computer console. Harold was 
standing at her shoulder. They looked up. "Adam," she 
said. She saw Fiore and Rackley and she didn 't look happy. 
Harold looked even less happy. She hit some keys and 
whatever was on the screen vanished, leaving only a 
prompt and a bouncing cursor. 
"I have a problem," I said. She just looked at me. "Mr. 
Rackley has a problem, too, and so does Detective Fiore." 
She watched me carefully. Harold looked like he wanted to 
be somewhere else. "Do you want to know what our prob-
lems are?" Nobody responded. "No? One of the problems 
is that nobody talks to anybody so nobody knows what any-
body else knows, which is too bad. Actually, Mr. Rackley's 
problem and Detective Fiore's problem are the same prob-
lem. And my problem is that I'm right in the middle." 
Fiore started. "What the hell are you talking about?" 
Rackley had no comment. 
Marianne said, "I don't see how this affects us?" 
"No? Mr. Rackley's problem, I'm guessing, is that 
somebody broke into a very sensitive computer system, got 
all the way in through all the doors, and got out with some 
very important secrets. Mr. Rackley's problem is that the 
somebody who did this has been selling those secrets to 
people Mr. Rackley does not approve of. Am I right, Mr. 
Rackley?" 
He shrugged, studied me, gave a brief movement of the 
head. "You're in the ballpark." 
"Mr. Rackley thinks- not thinks but is sure- that the 
people who have been doing this are sitting in this room." 
"No," she said. 
"Yes," I said. "In fact, Mr. Rackley is so sure, even 
though he hasn't been able to prove it, that he's had people 
following those people, or at least one of them, hoping to 
nail that person while a trade was being made. Am I still in 
the ballpark?" 
He shrugged. 
"At first, I don't think you knew. Then Mr. Rackley 
stepped up the pressure, maybe to make you panic. And it 
worked. You weren't sure who was after you, Mr. Rackley 
or the people you were dealing with. Either way, you 
wanted them gone. You could take care of part of it, but not 
all, so you came running for help. I think you figured I'd get 
them off your back and onto mine, which would give you 
some breathing room." 
"You were a diversion," Rackley agreed. "Unexpected." 
"Now we come to Detective Fiore's problem." He 
leaned forward. Marianne was rigid. Harold looked sick. 
"His problem is that he has two dead bodies. What I figure 
is the two problems are part of the same problem. Because 
I think there had to be a go-between, since the top people 
on both sides would never dirty their hands with direct 
dealings." 
"Semyanov," Rackley said. 
"The guy with no face, no hands, no clothes?" Fiore 
said. "I don'tget it." 
"I'd guess a falling out, Sal. Maybe he was trying to stiff 
them." 
"He was turning," Rackley said. I took a quick look at 
him. Marianne's face didn't change. Harold's fought for 
breath. 
"Okay," I said. "They must have figured it. Anyway, if 
I'm right, the drop was somewhere around here late at 
night. Somehow, they caught on to what he was up to and 
they got scared and figured they had to do something very 
sudden, and, as some people say, with extreme prejudice. 
T hey had the perfect night for it, cold, snow, and nobody 
around or likely to be, until morning." 
"But why hack him up?" Sal said. 
"No ID. Just a mutilated stiff. Semyanov vanishes. No-
body knows for sure what's become of him. In any case, 
who's going to report him missing? Certainly not the guy 
who was running him." 
Sal's face turned cold. He looked at Rackley. "You son 
of a bitch," he said. 
I shook my head. "T hat's what I thought at first," I said. 
"But then last night, when you were leaving, the other guy, 
Philip, said something about disposing of the garbage. It hit 
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me. If they'd iced the first one, Semyanov, they'd never 
have left the body. It would simply have vanished without 
a trace. Same with the one last night. When Rackley told 
me this morning last night wasn't theirs, I put some pieces 
together and they fit." 
I looked at Marianne. She was watching me carefully. 
"You see, when I drove up to your place last night, there 
wasn't a light on in a single house and there wasn't a sign of 
anybody not snug in bed. It was, as they say, as quiet as a 
morgue. I didn't think about it then. But when I went over 
it, it came to me. If somebody drove up my street in the 
middle of the night with brights on, slammed car doors, 
blew horns, gunned the motor and all the rest, like you say 
happened, I'd sure as hell have jumped out of bed to have a 
look, and so would half the people on the block. But every-
body on your street was still asleep. Nobody stirred until 
the cops came roaring up. 
"So, what must have happened, and maybe I've got 
some of the details wrong, but I don't think so, is that Mel-
ankov called, just as he said he would, and you invited him 
up for a cozy little chat. Then you called your friend Har-
old, here, and Harold came running, and the two of you 
were waiting when Melankov came through the door." 
"That's the craziest story I ever heard," she said. 
"Is it? I don't think so. There wasn't a word about it in 
the papers this morning or on the radio, but Harold knew all 
about it when he showed up. How? Unless you told him, or 
unless he was Johnny-on-the-spot at the right moment. 
One of you wasted Melankov. Probably Harold, since I 
don 't suppose that's your kind of thing. What I am sure of is 
that Harold took care ofSemyanov." 
Harold panicked. "I didn't," he shouted. "I didn 't." 
"Harold," she said sharply. 
"Oh, but you did," I said. "You were the salesman, the 
personality kid, the one who set things up, who acted as her 
middleman. That's your kind of thing. You peddled. Mari-
anne supplied the merchandise. In fact, I'm sure one of the 
reasons Marianne left Pasadena is because Harold had al-
ready made his contacts. You couldn't follow up down 
there, because those people pay attention to their shops. 
But he re, in the ivory tower, you had access and nobody to 
bother you. So, if Harold was meeting with Semyanov, then 
Harold did the killing and the hacking. It had to be. If Mari-
anne had shown up, Semyanov would have realized some-
thing was up, and turned rabbit." 
Harold sprang out of his chair and started to race for the 
door. Sal Fiore grabbed his arm, did a little twist, and Har-
old was on the floor, screaming, "She planned it! It was all 
her idea! I didn't want to. She said we had to, it was the only 
way." It spewed out like vomit. She'd forced him. She'd 
killed Melankov. If we looked in her closet, we'd find the 
shotgun. He hadn't even been there. She'd called him after 
it was over and made him come up and throw the body 
down the hill and then clean up the mess. She was the one 
who dreamed up the story and called me and tried to make 
me buy it. She did everything." 
She never said a word, just sat, he reyes shooting bullets 
at him. lt was too bad. She had it all, the looks, the brains, all 
the rest. All wasted now. 
Sal got on the phone and after a while the cars came and 
took them away. Sal thanked me and offered to buy me a 
drink. Rackley didn't say thanks, didn't say anything, just 
nodded and went his way. Maybe the world was changing 
and some people didn't see things the way they used to. 
But guys like Rackley, and Melankov, and I suppose a lot of 
others, still saw things in the old terms and wouldn't ever 
change. · 
After everybody had gone, I wandered back across the 
campus. The sun was out, the temperature warm, the ball 
games still in progress, some kids on the ir way to classes. It 
all looked nice and collegiate. But there were shadows. 
In the office, the phone was ringing. T he assistant 
coach wondered when we could get together. I told him, 
come ahead now. I knew the chancellor was waiting, but I 
figured I'd let it ride until I could tell him all the answers at 
one time. I picked up my book and went back on the al-
ligator hunt. 
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